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Barry Gjelsness

THE SEA

Saul Trevalin unwound the last of his nets from the paddle-wheel drying rack;
he spread the net over others on the long scarred workbench and rolled them into a
compact bundle. He took a piece of tarpaulin from the shelf over his head and
wrapped it around the nets; then he slung the completed pack over his shoulder and
walked to the open door.
On clear days the shore was visible from where he stood, but today a heavy
fog had settled on the rock-strewn coast, so that two feet from the doorway the vis
ible world ended and gray-whiteness began. He could still recall his surprise, now
several years behind him, at seeing a friend walk out the door and disappear im
mediately into the mist. It was as if the world ended at the cabin's threshold, as if
he and the room, suspended abruptly in time and space, retained in the massiveness
of the unknown all that was left of reality.
Often on mornings like this he played a game with himself. He would take a
tin can with its paper peeled off and throw it far out into the fog. It would be swal
lowed up immediately but he could still hear it, since the path that led to the beach
was steep and the can rolled a long time. When he set out for the day's fishing he
looked for the can, without allowing himself to stop or even slacken his pace. If he
saw it he was sure of good luck; passing near it was a sign that his luck would take
the form of a substantial haul of fish within the week; if he failed to catch sight of it
he knew his luck would be bad for awhile, and since fortune always treated him about
the same, showing him neither favoritism nor ill will, his game had eventually turned
into a superstition that seemed more nearly real than all his ordinary illusions
combined.
But today he could not bring himself to begin the game. From the minute he
awoke he had felt an unnatural sense of oppression in the air, about the room, all
around him. It was a heaviness he couldn't shake, and it made him uneasy. No
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Trevalin anchored the dory without trouble and tailed it off; he tied the boat
prow-first to an outjut of rock and climbed to the top of the Ridge. The wind had
turned to a blast and although it wasn't cold he regretted not having worn a cap.
The fog had come down. It blew across the Ridge in wreaths, dancing and curling
like fine powder-snow in midwinter. Trevalin had been standing upright on the
ledge, letting the wind blow into him from the Ridge's windward side. He knew he
was too far up, that he could slide down to the next ledge and escape the wind. He
decided not to and, having committed himself, hunkered down and braced his back
against the damp wall of the ledge. He thought of nothing at all for a time. He
watched the waves break at the base of the Ridge and splash upward in thick sheets
of white and blue capped always at the top with the grayness of the spray. He
watched a pine crate dashed to pieces on the rocky shoals of the western reef. The
fog parted a moment and he saw the square twin smokestacks of an ocean liner
break across the horizon. The ship was the only moving object he could make out.
Even the sea gulls had stayed on shore.
After a while it occurred to Trevalin that he had no reason whatever for being
on Coventry Ridge. On quieter days, of course, he had come here to eat his lunch
before heading homeward. The solitude of the reef held an appeal for him. But
there was no reason for coming today, unless it was out of habit or because of his
mood. He shook his head. He felt no quietness about the Ridge today, and he hadn't
brought any food. Around him he felt too much motion and too much sound. It was
almost sinister.
Trevalin stood up in one fluid motion and made his way to the end of the ledge.
He could see his dory now and noted that the weight of the anchor had not been
enough to keep it from drifting. The rope holding the dory to the shale outcrop was
stretched taut. The boat shifted and jerked like a colt at the end of its tether, and
every time the current caught its stern it would give the rope another wrench.
Trevalin remembered what one of the old fishermen had told him: it was
safer to leave the Ridge before the tide came up. By nightfall the water covered
most of the reef. Trevalin decided to get off it as soon as he could. He slid catlike
down the slippery rock, taking advantage of every foothold to keep his descent under
control. He did not stop at each ledge but angled straight dov/n the slope. He landed
on the reef's bottom a little to the left of the dory. He glanced toward it and horror
held him still. The dory was drifting away from the reef. The shale had severed
the rope.
Trevalin sprinted to the edge of the water. It was too late, The boat was
caught in the full current now and moving fast, dragging the anchor along as if it
were a toy. Trevalin ripped his poncho away and was wrestling out of his jacket
when he realized the futility of trying to swim for the dory. Something screamed in
him then and his horror changed to fear. At nightfall the tide would claim him.
Trevalin shuddered and walked heavily to the place where the dory had been
tied. The frayed rope-end bobbing on the water caught his eye. He untied what re
mained of the rope and threw it into the current. He tried to smile and could not;
he managed a grin that made his face terrible. He turned and climbed up the rock
again to the lowest ledge. He sat down and buried his face in his hands. He waited.

&to
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Bob Clark

4saw shed feathers of a hen
In a dead heap on the ground;
In the white dust the only sound
The shudder of cricket wings
Silence is sloped with cracked stalks
Slow the cruel lack strangled the corn.
Now but parched vestiges there torn
Each its own headstone
God, how these landscapes strive
With my dried body in repelling—
You departed, left no passion compelling
My coagulated heart

Sonnet
&
V

BOB STEWART

Full at the open door her tempting charms
The fair young virgin spring by hiding shows,
With but a touch of wanton, and to those
Whom she would have to hold her in their arms
Breathes but one silent sigh and thus alarms
A world of calm, self-satisfied repose.
The scribbled tombs are gone; the scholar goes
And questions not what sooths nor asks what harms.
Into the night he follows her who calls
The gentle "I-am here; come, take my pledge."
Away, away to where the pale moon falls,
Beyond the next, beyond the farthest edge,
Until his heart the disappointment galls,
And cold he falls asleep beneath a Hedge.

[5]
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Ralph Treitel

THE RAISING OF iOLLY RODGER
A NAUTICAL TRAGEDY

I say, Rodger, are you comfortable?
As comfortable as one could expect, Sir George.
Well, stiff and staunch upper lip, old boy. The situation is a trifle difficult
for you, but then you must realize it is not just a jolly outing for me, either.
I understand, Sir George.
I do so dislike such troublesome affairs, - such a bother, - and then in this
case . . .
I understand, Sir George.
Jove, Rodger, must you be so understanding! . . . Dear! Sorry to lose con
trol of myself like this, Rodger,but the disagreeableness of this whole damned business, you know . . . Decent of you to take it this way, equanimity and all that. You
are a top-notcher.
Thank you, Sir George.
Damned decent of you! My stomach is in such horrid condition ... I know
it would be completely upset by one of those embarrassingly nervous executions.
I shall do my utmost not to disconcert you or your stomach.
You are a prince, old clip-clop. This damned ulcer does not at all fit in
with the damnable exertions I am forced to undertake in my official capacity.
You can't do anything for it?
Tried everything, old bean. But then you could, if you would.
I? Really, in my present position . . .
Well, it is such a blasted delicate matter to broach, but then so is my stom
ach; and the fact is, that in your position . . . that is, when the thing goes off . . . I
say Rodger, would you try not to jangle?
Jangle? Oh, I see. You can rely on me, Sir George. I will exert all effort
not to cause you too much discomfort - in view of our previous friendship and your
present abdominal condition.
You are a staunch one, Rodger, staunch! From the days of our boyhood comradery -
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Ah yes, our boyhood - it is true, you know, what they say about a time like
this. I remember our boyhood so distinctly now. Do you recall old Sycamore Hill
that drowsy afternoon after school had let out, when you said to me, "Rodger, when I
become fully matured I want to become a top rate pirate!"
And you answered, "Truly a noble ambition, George. But I desire to be gov
ernor some day."
Yes, yes.
And then from your youth into early manhood you pursued your goal. You
were kind, honest, noble . . .
And you were inconsiderate, dishonest, cruel . . .
Strange, - I became governor.
And I . . . oh well such is the irony that fate weaves. I bear no bitterness
towards her: The warp makes the weave.
A noble sentiment, Rodger, noble! You are truly a Stoic ... I say, I hope
the rope is not too tight . . .
Not at all, Sir George. Not at all.
Is there anything you would have me do for you, before we bid our final fare
well of each other?
Thank you, there is nothing - wait. If you would be so kind as to carry a
message . . .
A message, certainly.
To Catherine.
To Catherine? Yes, of course.
Would you say, tell her I, well, tell her I love her this last minute as much
as I always have. Tell her that now I can picture her as I saw her that night on the
beach . . . Say that she is the only regret I have as . . .
I'll tell her, Rodger.
. . . that she is the loveliest . . .
I'll tell her.
. . . that snoofeling with her was the . . .
Snoofeling?
She'll understand.
She will? Of course, I will tell her, but, I say, . . . t
I know you will, Sir George. You are tried and true.
Thank you, Rodger, I'm certain that my wife, that is, that Catherine will be
most touched when I relate to her your message. Is there anything you would care
to have me tell Aggy?
Aggy?
Agatha.
Agatha?
Good heavens, man, your wife!
Ah yes, Agatha. Sweet girl, that Agatha.
She seemed extremely distressed on learning of your capture. Why only last
night, that is, late yesterday afternoon . . . you see, she . . . why, she stopped in at
my office to find out how you were bearing up, since they wouldn't let her visit you
at the prison . . . She thinks highly of you.

[8]

I understand. Sweet girl, that Agatha. Thoughtful of her. She thinks highly
of you too, Sir George. It is such a blessing to have such a worthy friend as you
are, Sir George. I feel certain you watched over her when I was away on my voy
ages.
Je vous assure, I did my best. Charming girl, it was a pleasure. I'll see that
she is well taken care of, after your . . . excursion.
Thank you, I'm certain you will. You are too kind.
Tut, my boy, tut. Nothing of it . . . I say, Rodger, that rope looks awfully
tight. I could loosen it up for you, if you like.
No, thank you, Sir George. They are not made for comfort, you know.
Would you like me to step down a minute while you say your prayers, old top?
Beg pardon?
Prayers . . . your prayers, man! You know, last minute confession ... en
treaty for forgiveness . . . they seem to go along with the ceremony and all that.
Can't, Sir George.
What's that?
I said I can't. No one to say them to . . . don't believe in God.
Good heavens, Rodger, this is no time to be finicky. It's blasted nice to be
progressive and liberal and all that - but damn it all, man, I should hate to think of
you roasting in hell fire this evening. It would play havoc with my supper, you know.
Blasted ulcer . . . easily upset . . .
You should take better care of it. Don't get excited so readily . . .
But dash it all, Rodger, - don't get excited, you say, and here you won't even
grant me the blasted favor of saying your prayers. How in king's name can I keep
from becoming excited when you stand there, blandly refuse to say the proper pray
ers, and upset the entire blasted execution. I had hopes of an orderly business there's a propriety one has to uphold in these affairs - damn it, I must confess I am
exceedingly disturbed by all this.
Sorry to be such a bother, old man, but ... I know I should take your feel
ings and particularly your abdominal condition into consideration . . . but . . .
Damn it all, Rodger, don't you become sympathetic towards me. I am deter
mined to bear up under this, and, by God, I will! And after all, its your soul that
we re concerned about. Come now, be reasonable: say your prayers and we'll pro
ceed with your execution in an orderly fashion.
Terribly sorry to be such a bother, but I feel that I just don't have it in me.
Tish-tosh!
Really, Sir George, couldn't we somehow sidestep this point?
Jove, Rodger! My governorship has always been a highly regular one. One
must have order, man, order: one can't just deviate from the course of affairs with
every distracting inclination that pops up.
How about that fellow, Abdul the Black-nosed - he wasn't permitted to make
his final peace.
But dash it all, Rodger, that fellow was a Turk. It would have been damned
irreligious to allow him to . . . dash it all, man, can't you jtist pretend to stare up
into the sky and look as if you were asking for forgiveness?

[9]

But wouldn't that be a trifle hypocritical?
Tut, Rodger, tut. It would make this execution proper and orderly. Why once
these irregularities become started, they spread like a blasted contagion. The next
fellow will probably start swearing, or maybe crying, and we couldn't be able to
carry on at all in the present gentlemanly fashion. The next, why the next might
even refuse to be hanged! A kettle of fish, that's what that would be, a fine kettle of
fish! Now ... the rope's not too tight, is it? . . . you can see how the respect for
order and law is so easily dissipated. Come now, for Ag's sake!
Ag?
Agatha, damn it, man!
Oh yes, Agatha; sweet girl.
Charming. Not a high and haughty wench like some of this town's turned-upnoses, easy to get along with.
Friendly girl. Glad I married her. Really am. Quite friendly. Pretty eyes,
too. As I recall they were brown, light but still brown . . .
No, blue. But see here, Rodger Ah yes, blue! Sweet girl, that Agatha.
Lovely complexion . . . but see here . . .
Not as fair as Catherine's, not at all as fair . . .
Come now, at least look as if you were praying. Try and look as if you are.
If it will make you feel any better . . .
Much! . . . Ah, that's it. Top-notch! Head up now, implore heaven with your
eyes . . . Splendid! You look as if you are enthralled in a state of pious bliss ... I
say, Rodger. Did you hear that? Outrageous!
Hear what, Sir George?
Some rascal in the crowd cursed me.
Indeed?
Quite so. That rowdy-looking lout over there. "A bastard" - well really. "A
bastard." Why that is too out of bounds! Why, my lineage . . .
Do not be perturbed, Sir George. It is only Rapier Ralph. He calls every
man a bastard. Never invidious intention behind it at all.
Jove, Rodger! Can it be that you are acquainted with such a dastardly-looking
bla'guard? The fellow is as uncouth as any I have ever run across.
The fact is, Sir George, that Rapier Ralph is my first mate. Do not be de
ceived by his unsightly appearance. Rough, yes; but ready, through and through.
Far be it from me . . . But a "bastard", well . . . Jove! Rodger, that fellow
on the other side of the crowd has just shouted that I was a "nanny-goat." You must
have heard that! What an unseemly crowd. Not at all as respectful as their wont.
Well, hang him, I suppose a "nanny-goat" is hardly as low an appelation as "bastard."
Fraid not, Sir George. When Little Lucius calls someone a "nanny-goat", it
usually means he is in a vile temper, and the one referred to had better beware of
the man's wrath. It is his strongest expression.
Come, Rodger, You don't mean to imply that you know that scoundrel as well.
He looks as mean as the other.

[10]

Begging your pardon, Sir George, but Lucius happens to be my second mate.
Good man with a bludgeon. In my business . . .
I suppose that other scum-fest that is now abusing me - really, I have never
seen a more filthy fellow, disgusting - I suppose by some quirk of fate he happens
to be your third mate.
No, that's Dirty Dick Doolittle, my cook. My third mate is the fellow stand
ing next to him.
Hmn.
Did you say something, Sir George?
I was thinking, Rodger, that I no longer seem to see any of my soldiers stand
ing around this platform. Hmn. I say, Rodger, does this mean that . . .
Fraid so, Sir George. Terribly sorry, and all that.
Well, I imagine it would be the better part of my discretion if I retired as
quietly as . . .
Fraid not, Sir George. Terribly sorry, but you see my crew expects a cer
tain regularity in such affairs. After that time they rescued me from Governor
Thistle-thistle - you knew him, fine chap, his mansion in Panama was one of the
finest we have ever ransacked - well, as I was saying, after they rescued me from
him, and then hanged him while firing the town, well, they feel they are somehow
entitled to swing every official they can put their fingers on. Sort of become a cus
tom now. Done all over, you know, by all my friends as well. So ... if you don't
mind sort of exchanging places with me . . . this is the lever you press on, I sup
pose?
Yes ... of course, this may come as a shock to Catherine. Expecting me
home for dinner and all that.
I shall be most happy to convey your regret . . .
Happy?
Honored . . . Terribly sorry, old Clip-clop ... I hope the rope isn't too
tight.
These unexpected turns of life are so blasted upsetting. Inconvenient and all
that. Here I thought I would go home and eat a quiet supper, and then in the even
ing, go to see Ag . . .
This evening?
Early this evening. Blasted sweet girl.
A trifle over-friendly, I believe . . . but to the point. Anything I can do for
you before we wind up? Ship will be sailing soon, you know, and I must hurry, if
we are to get everything finished before we shove off. And then, Little Lucius is so
impatient. We really can't dally along. However, we don't want to overlook any
part of the ceremony in our hurry.
Don't go to any trouble for me, old man.
You're a noble sort, Sir John, . . . ah, would you mind very much . . .
Yes?
. . . that is, would you mind . . .
Yes, yes, anything. Out with it, man.

[n]

Well . . . would you try not to jangle too much. You see, I've got a long sea
voyage ahead of me, and I should hate to be tormented by the thought of my old
school-mate wriggling on the end of a rope. Thank you. Well, jolly-o, Sir George.
Bother.

Solemn O"de "To A/iqkt
Bob
Stewart

In sable coat dark Night doth come
Up from his vasty caverndom,
Where through the day he lieth chained,
By magic spell to sleep constrained.
Then is the time for fairy spells;
The fairy queen strange stories tells
Concerning things to mortals hidden,
Enchantments dark and all forbidden.
How once a traveler, late a-road,
Was turned into an emerald toad
And ever since hath spent his nights
In giving little children frights.
And how, one dark and fretful noon,
Lighted solely by the moon,
The fairies all held court to see
If mortals died of ecstasy.
From out her house they drew a lass
To wander through the dew-sparked grass
And up before her caused to rise
And stand before her very eyes

["]

The lover that she knew was dead
And had long since the living fled.
She died of ecstasy, or shock,
And caused the fairies much to mock.
So frail a mortal they did change
And in a dandelion arrange,
Which shows, because a breath destroys,
How little mortals take to joys.
These are the tales the queen unfolds;
These are the courts she nightly holds.
And when dark Night hath come at last,
The stars into the sky are cast,
About the wandering moon to sit,
From zone to zone on clouds to flit,
And into sleeping towns to gaze,
Where scenes afright and scenes amaze.
The owl hoots it from his tree;
The cricket flares with melody:
Barking hounds see cats or moons;
A lover to his lady croons.
This is the Night, the splendid night,
Which sootheth some and some doth fright,
But when it enters once again,
It may bring forth another strain.

RALPH TREITEL

~£) &onfiuiion ofi Place5

The warmth of sky, the blue of the sun's heat,
These are not protections against the place
With, its unobtrusive serpentine whorl
Encroaches now, the day, with padded beat,
Unevadible message, transparent face.
What is it?
I have walked up this street before.
What do you mean?
The houses are changing and the street.
Sometimes it comes in slowly like a silence
Racks and deafens a lonely yellow room;
But other times, quick, like the crash of darkness
When unexpected shocks the swimmer's sense;
Like a sudden swarm of ugly insects, or a tomb.
It was many and many a year ago
In the kingdom by the sea . . .
I didn't know.
Listen, I'm speaking about the placeI didn't know, you see.
What are you saying? Listen —
Or frequently there is a melody
That I accidentally heard a long ago,
Petty music depressing a dry heart,
Impressing one determined to be free
Of swashing sentiment's uneasy flow
And the kingdom by the sea.

[13]

Poem
Melvyn Baron
Once witnessed from within the hot cover
Of her moist clouds fondled by that lover,
The beast of heaven: White light from the mother
Now turning and still, bearing in shadow another
Son. His heart is spun of bitters and wine,
This writhing child is sprung from my white spine
And the spines of my brothers in a speechless time
Where the father, his greedy limbs in infinite prime
Plants and seduces in a blue and burning moment
A new grace, ugly infant is the firmament
Within us. He is ours. No more are spent
Dread centuries resolving God's intent.
Poised on the navel of the tree of life
The famished son quivers, his birth is strife.
The waiting world melts in the mother's breath
And the clouds of her knowing are our despair,
That we may know the child of Man is fair
And hasten to our darkness, to our death.

v? , / ^

Pathetic *7aLLacy
PETRUS PEREGRINUS
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Unspoken, cedar, inarticulate,
Submerged, alone, nor claims identity,
Exists, survives, in statement not to bind
Up in itself a partial entity.
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"Mother's Boy"
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Scourged, seared, riven, flattened, crushed, negated—
Cushioned vacuum smoth'ring, stifling breath,
Stature, indivisible, engendered
Drugged, approximated little death.

Poem
ALAN SHAVZIN
His autumn is not mine;
The smile of furrowing the leaves
Is warped into his scowl. A colder sign
Concealed beneath the color grieves
His laugh, harrows his grin.
"Unpardonable sin
Is letting maple have its mist.
Sun-rays but costume Truth; illuminings
Wrap substance in deluding cyst;
Only the naked sings."

Implies enamouring
Of transcendental truths. A rain
Lately has sluiced the soil to mud. "To bring
One's soul into the light, no pain
Must hinder or prevent.
The lamp is evident.
To pierce Illusion's hairy coat
And glory in the stare of the Ideal,
Whose luminescence will denote
Which elements are real,

Grasping the shade he runs,
Flees grimly from misshaping light:
"Forest reveals more than the natural suns.
The arch of darkness fosters sight.
Relief is to adore

Thus Man is justified."
Plunged his visage in the slime,
His nostrils in that oil are rarified,
His eyes begrimed and caked. In time,
Covered with Truth he stands —

Unbandaging the sore."
He kneels, the yellow elm and redBrown oak are sheared away, the grass is bare;
The green is rooted from its bed.
His immaterial glare

And with enlightened hands
Gropes from the light, clear in his eye;
No dreams or shadows now offend his soul.
Distinguishing essence from lie,
He enters the cave, now whole.
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CHARCOAL DRAWINGS
by G. Batchelder Ollinger, Jr.
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My uncle Abraham was a rude-looking man with dark
red hair, a frail frame and round shoulders and a chin that
was pointed in toward his chest. My father would tell every
one that Abraham was searching for money, looking down
ward like that. Everyone would laugh because Abraham was
jny mother's brother, our poorest relative whose wife had
® him early in marriage to marry a salesman. I could
always tell when my father was preparing to talk about
Abraham. He would mumble first, regretting his thought,
and then march over to the liquor cabinet where he kept a
'arge photograph rolled up and kept tight by three thick rub
er bands, the type that I always found so hard to bust. He
d ca^ to my mother for a bag of peanuts and to me to
™e and bring with me four books to hold down the edges
e photograph. He would speak loudly but reverently
ut the four men arm in arm in the picture whose honor
and goodness shone as ever through the yellowing print,
y mother would give him the peanuts and hush him for
g too proud, since he too was in the picture, second
m
ri6ht» wearing a brilliant straw hat and holding in
hi°
Un t
* ^and a wonderful
that was just visible under
j. ,c.e ^ouis shoulder. Then my father would frown inevnd
m
WOUIH *f
°ther, her arms crossed under her breasts,
ham
*eebly, sensing the name of my uncle Abraon his lips.
EsthY°U» brother»" he would say, "is a foolish, foolish man,
j,e er' Having said this his nose would twitch a little and
rUn his hands through his hair, parting it in the
mirJn
fath * She would try to protect her brother's name. My
w°uld always sense her reproach before it
was asted
yet he knew that she did not love her brother any
m°re, and
was content at that.
admi ° g down at the picture, my mother could never help
these men- But she was always obliged to remark
that
aU of them had not always been successful, and that it
ni
could3 rTlis^ortune that her own brother was lazy. And she
Piece "ever understand it, since her father was a dealer in
the F Koods» and had made a fortune and was known all over
deip^asfern half of the United States, from Boston to Phila-

Melvyn Baron
"For the sake of Abey, for the sake of Abey," she would
say, "for his sake alone--I know that you don't like him,
Herman, but you all were poor sometimes . . ." Occasion
ally she would grow indignant and command pity for her
poor brother, who, God knows, might have been a real bum,
and not just a failure. Most of the time when my father
generated the topic of my uncle Abraham on the floor of our
house, with the beaming faces of four successful men shin
ing upward with the exciting glimpse of what my father
called his prosperous youth, my mother found no other
course but to compete with him and use her father as an
example of a similar type of nobility. When they argued
they smiled at each other and made ugly references to
countless relations.
"You don't know nothing," my father would say eventu
ally, upsetting my mother no end, so much so that she would
rush out of the room and into the kitchen.
Early in the spring of the year that I started in high
school I was very excited about the ensuing marriage of my
cousin Irwin, whose fiance I had secretly admired for over
a year. She was twenty-four, a school teacher and a stun
ning woman. Irwin was my Uncle Louis' boy, a medical
student. When I thought and thought about that schoolteacher
and about Irwin, I decided that I should have been Uncle
Louis' son and much older too, so that I, instead of Irwin,
might have gotten her.
I saw my father's hat and coat thrown on a chair one af
ternoon as I was coming in from school and I thought im
mediately that something had happened about the wedding.
It was not far off, and my mother did not stop talking about
it to my father and to her friends. There were to be two
hundred guests at the ceremony and reception and a series
of parties before the wedding, one of which was being given
at our house. I planned more than once to steal the bride
away before the wedding, and now I was hoping that she had
thrown off Irwin on her own to save me the trouble of mak
ing a horrible scene at the party. But I liked Irwin, and
chided myself guiltily. And I thought of how silly I would
look but too, how very old I would seem.
The house was silent and the clocks were noisy. I im
agined that they were upstairs, talking about it, whatever it
was. I tried yawning very loudly and then waited for the re
sponse. Then I slammed my books down on the hall-table
and stamped into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator,
closed it not gently and opened the faucet, letting the water
run aimlessly down the drain. These effects achieved, I sat
down and waited. Then I began to grow frightened.
I was an impetuous yet fearful boy. The house was large
and provided much ground for the restless hours of a boy,
yet its warmth was carefully closeted in the almost con
genial ornaments and fixtures that they had collected over
the years. They had given me what they, at my age, did not
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have. My room was filled with small things; freshly painted
boats and airplanes and electric trains and many, many
books.
Perhaps it was the silence that made me horribly afraid.
Our family were grand talkers. We had, in the old country,
an ancestor who was a great lawyer and practiced, to my
father's delight, without having studied the law. The silence
... From my place in the kitchen I soon heard my mother's
footsteps. I rose awkwardly from my place when I heard
them. I could do nothing but conceal my delight and relief
and rushed by her on the stairs, careful not to touch her,
and into my room where I fell on my bed and lost my breath
with my face in my pillow.

Ite
-•

«

-t

Jv

y

N 0

>/

V,

I

V

L

Iff f'

ty-

I listened soon for that silence that had been so compel
ling and awesome. It was gone for good and I could not hear
my father returning downstairs, and calling after my mother
who had preceded him. I thought they had argued and I lis
tened intently for their usual ceremonial reconciliation. I
listened to my radio programs until dinner time.
"What was the matter with you before," my mother asked
at the dinner table. "You know you acted so strange. Did
you get a bad mark today. Did you?"
"No," I answered after a while. I sat up straight and fin
gered my knife and fork and looked down again.
"You shouldn't ask the child that way," my father said.
He passed me my mother's jam benevolently. He talked to
her so curtly that I was uncomfortable. I found out from
their talk that uncle Abraham was the cause of my father's
return from his business for the afternoon. But my thoughts
drifted away. I needed an excuse for my rudeness on the
stairs.
"I'm sorry, mama ... I was going to listen to my pro
grams." I was brave enough to keep my head up and face
them both. It was strange, and I was unnerved, for I could
not feel anything but a fierce impulse to run away.
"Irving Lewis won't like him, I'm telling you, Esther,
and you know I don't mind except that the wedding and Celia
and that shipper I told you about--you know that Irwin some
day will have to have clientele--and a big man like Mr.
Kline—your brother's not good with these people—most of
them don't know you have a brother--what can I say to tell
you—he's no good, no good--for us and Irwin and he's no
good for himself--what can he do for us, what, what?"
My father rose from the table and scratched his head
before my mother could say a word. I could tell that she
was cursing under her breath and that he knew but was
keeping silent. He sat down again.
My father was a large man. His hair was greying. I sud
denly felt at home all over again and desired frantically that
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my mother and father resolve the problem of my uncle
Abraham and that we should spend the evening together as
usual, as always, that my foolish feelings would evaporate
and I would forget about Irwin and the school teacher and
my fears and the incident on the stairs. My father finally
conceded his point and agreed to have uncle Abraham to
their reception for Irwin and his bride. I was elated.
Our house could not have been in a more disorderly
state that evening as my mother and father silently and
methodically went about changing things to suit their tastes
or the tastes of people like Mr. Kline who would be at the
party for Irwin, or Mr. Lewis, who had a quarter of a mil
lion once and now was well-to-do but lived still on the mem
ory of what he had had, or the Beadel's, who had a boat,
whose daughter someday would outgrow her braces and
marry me. They worked together in the most beautiful
way. The moments of chaos were few for the furnishings
we owned were easily removed to other, less obtrusive
places if they would not fit in easily with the type of crowd
that were to appear at the reception. The touching portrait
of a large brown dog with black ears was removed from a
living-room wall and my mother hung in its place three Jap
anese prints all the way from San Francisco.
I went out early in the evening on an errand for my
mother, which irritated me no end, but when I came in I
could feel the warmth of their movements and it summoned
me to them. They were sitting in the living-room and my
father was beaming profoundly. I could hardly see my
mother at all, so close to him was she seated, so totally
dominated by his mood. But I did see that her hair was in
her eyes, and she could have been laughing or crying before
I came in, for all that I knew about this sudden jubilation.
Then I realized that the object of their attentions was the
huge photograph of the four men, on the wall opposite, in a
white pine frame. The men in the picture seemed to be
laughing down at us then.
"Did you buy the cheese, darling," my mother asked?
"Yes," I said.
"Well put it away now, my baby," she said, "and come in
here and sit with mamma and pappa and see what we've
done--you remember now you behave when we have the
party on Sunday--you know what this party means to pappa
and me and I hope that you'll like that little girl, you know
Mrs. Lieb's little girl, you know the one--you won't bother
the older people, no?"
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We spent the evening watching the television shows and I
was happy. I watched my father each time his eyes wan
dered away and set upon the picture, now shadowy and in
tangible.
•You know, Esther," he said, "we got to get a picture
light for it. I think we do."
The outer world was a strange and uninteresting place to
my family. They spoke of the events in the newspaper as if
those were the things that other people did, as if that world
of ours had achieved an almost mystical alienation from the
world outside. When my uncle Abraham was mentioned
briefly once in the New York Times as one of the assistants
01. a rock expedition in the Rocky mountains, they com
mented tersely about the inanimation of rocks and that
Abraham was growing farther and farther from being a
human being because of it.
I spent an hour, an uncomfortable one, with uncle Abra
ham on the eve of the wedding day. It was a night that I had
desperately wanted to spend with my mother and my father.
My mother kissed me briefly before she went out with my
father. They had to spend a few hours with Mr. and Mrs.
Kalin, who were going to take a trip to visit their son Al
bert who was going to college in California for he had won
a scholarship and was going to be in a swimming contest
with people from Hollywood and all over Los Angeles watch
ing. Mr. Kalin had a sister in Los Angeles, so they had a
place to stay. My father was going to try to convince them
to take the plane instead of the train because it was the best
way nowadays and it really is as safe as they say but Mrs.
Kalin was petrified of trains as well. They left for the
Kalins at seven and told me to go to bed at ten for I would
have a hard day the next day and they would expect me to
help set things up finally when the time came for the guests.
My father and mother called the guests 'them,' and the
house with themselves as part of it they referred to as 'we.'
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the large yellow photograph on the wall. I sat on the sofa
staring at it, wondering whether that could really be my
father, whether those men, whose hearts had been open to
the happiness of youth as my mother kept telling me that I
should, whether they had smiled because they wanted to. It
plagued me. It set me thinking in a way that sent fears
throughout my small body and my small brain.
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Uncle Abraham came in at the moment that I wanted to
rush forward and switch off the light so as to warm myself
in the darkness. He smiled when I opened the door and I
wanted sorely to look around for I felt my father's presence
in the house behind me. Uncle Abraham had on a black coat
and was wearing no hat. He took both my hands and shook
them warmly and came in and spoke about phoning my moth
er during the day and speaking to her about coming over and
how upset she was that she was going out and how she in
vited him to come over and see me and I wondered then about
my father and couldn't keep my father out of my mind then,
for I could see him staring at Uncle Abraham and leering
from the picture from a life that Uncle Abraham had never
had, and I looked at Uncle Abraham's hair, for he was bald
ing in the center of his head and I couldn't tell at all wheth
er he was older or younger than my father, but I knew that
he was older than my mother.
He came into the room where the picture was hung. We
sat together and all I could think of was rocks, plain and
simple, and he spoke of them. His jobwas a modest one,
he hadn't gone to college but he was the assistant to some
men who had and they had studied rocks in school while he
found out about them on his own. We sat together for a
while, I listening for the most part.
"You should learn more about rocks," he said, "now,
when you're a boy because when you're older you won't
want to, you won't have the time to."
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uncle Abraham came I watched the room where
to talce Place and I was cornered alpiost by the
ouSht °f them, those bubbling faces which would fill
tjje
room and fill my father's and my mother's hearts with
re
for em')rances f°r months to come. I was in a trance bepicture °f my father and his brothers. That the
Dlch
livl re Was yellow held most of my attention. The rich and
5 faces behind the yellow were real enough but there
«K| s me n
If a ° ^l 8 strange about the smiles on their faces, as
foem ul was liking behind them, poking them, taunting
had f-anC* ^en maklnf> them smile for a fellow ghoul who
uially, after much indignation, snapped the picture.
,eft lghts were all ablaze after my mother and my father
Ujfht °r
l^aHns* For some reason, I shut out all the
s> except the one that my father had just placed above

"I have trains and other things that I like,"I said. "Rocks
are silly pappa says." I would not look at him after I said
this for he knew what my father thought anyway. I was
sorry.
"Don't boys always collect things." he asked?
"I don't know."
•I did."
"I don't." I was sorry for I could say no more. I said
other things about Irwin and the schoolteacher and I asked
him whether he would be at the party, but for the most part
I was silent and listened to him. I was beginning to be
grateful that he had come when he started to leave. I asked
him to stay, but he seemed to flounder in finding an excuse
to leave. I saw him very little and when I did see him I was
at a loss for words, and I could not imagine being any other
way with him, but I was always happy to see him, as if I was
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finding out that he was still alive. He left, promising to
speak to me at the party the next day.
I was up half that night thinking very hard about what I
would do at the party the following day. I thought most of
all about the schoolteacher, her beautiful maturity enchanted
me. What she knew was always more or less everything.
When Irwin would bring her over, I would grow talkative,
and I would compete with Irwin for her attentions. I would
always win, for Irwin usually went off and talked with my
father about the dullest subjects. I noticed that Irwin was
about to leave, every time that he came to our house with
the schoolteacher, when a cool expression came over his
face. He yawned unwillingly which disturbed my father who
always kept the strictest attentions to others in company
and expected the same in return. But I was sorry to see
the school teacher go and I watched her closely as she took
Irwin's arm and they left. Her name was Susan and she had
long hair. I had been sorry to hear one time that they were
not going to live near us after they married.
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I got up and looked at the clock guiltily several times
and before I fell asleep I thought of uncle Abraham. I just
knew that my father was not pleased at the prospect of hav
ing him among our friends. Why he just wouldn't find much
to talk about with all those people who traveled and went to
Miami Beach for at least four weeks if not eight during the
worst winters and whose sons and daughters were going to
the best colleges and universities in the country. One was
even going to go to England for a summer though his par
ents were afraid he might get sick from the climate. Uncle
Abraham was not the sort of a man who went around much.
I guess he did not have the money, or maybe he just did not
care to, or maybe he just did not have the time. He had said
to me that time was precious when you get older and I could
not at all visualize my life being otherwise than it was. I
feared not being able to roam around as I did at home. I
feared the very word responsibility that my father threw
about in his pronouncements to me and in those to my
mother about Uncle Abraham.
Uncle Abraham rarely visited us and when he did he was
very congenial and warm and talkative, even with my father.
He even knew about my father's business and although my
father thought that Abraham had high-falutin' ideas about
business and things, I am sure that my father could have al
most respected his opinion, the way he sat and listened
carefully to every word. Surely the understanding between
them was more real than one would expect. They even
smiled at each other out of what could be respect if I did
not already know that father, in his more bitter moments,
had torn to pieces the very core of Abraham's life. There
had been something, which to me then was not at all clear,
about my father and Abraham having competed for some
thing many years before, but it was not clear to me, and I
wondered how my father, who was so successful and so dis
tant from anything which Abraham might want could, in any
way, compete with him. I had heard the word jealous from
my mother in the midst of one of the ordinary talks my
father started about Abraham. There was every reason to
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believe that Uncle Abraham was terribly jealous of my
father. Life had treated my father well, given him a decent
home and family and a decent income so that he could have
fairly decent friends. I could not understand why, if it was
feasible, that my father was, for some reason hidden in the
past or perhaps lodged merely in their hearts, jealous of
Abraham. Was it jealousy? I considered that impossible.
My father was not jealous of anyone, except perhaps Mr.
Kline whom he really admired. But what was lodged in my
mind about my father's feeling for uncle Abraham was an
irrepressible anger, an anger which my father undertook to
express in the most blatant way possible. My mother often
felt consoled that my father was, most of the time, merely
angry at Abraham's past mistakes with his life.
The two families, my mother's and Abraham's on the
one hand and my father's on the other, had been brought up
together. The bonds had been strong, they had derived from
old country stock from the same district in Russia.
Before I fell asleep I thought hard about Susan. I saw
her before me wearing a yellow dress with flowers on it
and I could see her smile as she brushed back her hair with
her fingers and I knew that she was warm like this for me
alone, except, except when Irwin was around and then she
shone in a far-off way, as if she hated being anywhere with
out him and when she was with him could face anyone with
a smile but she smiled for me too and I loved her for it. I
fell asleep dreaming of her and of the party the next day
when I would be the little boy of Herman and Esther, the
little boy who was getting so old now. I remembered Mr.
Beadel who was fat and Mrs. Kline who was fat and Irwin
would yawn and my father and I would feel ashamed. I saw
my father's angry face throughout.
I could feel my mother shaking me hurriedly and it did
not take long for me to find out that it was morning and nine
o'clock at that and that I had overslept. What shocked me
back to consciousness most was the clothing my mother was
wearing and the makeup she had on, so early in the morn
ing too. She was wearing a dark blue dress that bulged in
the rear and a necklace that made me blink. Her face and
neck were powdered all over. But I found out that she was
only trying on the dress and the necklace and that she would
probably wear her new satin casual one, and I was relieved
to hear that the powder would come off for she talked about
finding time to take a bath and I wondered why she put the
powder on in the first place. But, no matter, for she whisked
out of the room and downstairs to talk to my father and I
jumped from bed and dressed in a hurry. Once downstairs,
my mother stuffed some cereal down my throat and told me
to have a glass of milk while' she went out to talk again to
my father. He was not dressed yet and was acting rather
casual about the whole thing. He understood these people
well, knew what they wanted and he was ready to give it to
them. By ten o'clock he was hurriedly sweeping the parlor
and the living room with occasional glances at the yellow
photograph which, to my mother's dismay, he insisted on
keeping in the most predominant position in the room. My
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mother at one point ignored him and took it down. When he
returned from the kitchen where he intermittently took
some toast and cheese and chewed on it while he was set
ting things in order, he put it up again. They argued mo
mentarily about it and it remained up, my mother too com
pletely involved in the problem of her bath to really worry
about the strangely uncontinental flavor of the photograph
among the other, latest things in modern design. The Jap
anese prints remained on the wall across, completing an
almost grotesque conflict of motives which the guests were
sure to notice. My mother even noticed that, but said it
only once.
By eleven my mother was in the bath and my father was
decked out in his finest, a grey striped suit with a black and
maroon tie. His grey hair shone. It was at that time that
my uncle Abraham came by to lend a hand in the prepara
tion for the party. My father gave him a token greeting, as
if his early appearance on the scene was to be expected. I
was in the parlor dusting glasses and my father and Abra
ham sat down in the living room. My father sat down quickly
on the sofa, his head erect and proud in the presence of a
man who was always looking down. Abraham sat opposite
the sofa looking down at the rug.

was running along smoothly without any apparent destina
tion. Across from our house were a series of new homes
With people in them that my mother had not yet met. New
neighbors are always aloof at the start but eventually they
get caught up in the stream of things, as we did, and as
they grow to know the old-timers in the neighborhood like
Mr. Kalin, who built his house there almost thirty years
before, they learn to live with the idea that people are
more alike than different, and that neighbors should at least
try to like each other. Of course, there were the usual
feuding groups on our block. Those who undertook to mend
the feuds usually intensified them and included themselves
on one side or another. My father called grudges healthy
if they do not become violent. For the most part, the street
lived in peace, and my father and mother never stopped to
understand many of the neighbors' resentment of us, chiefly
because they reveled in the fact that the resentment stemmed
from jealousy of my father's income, which was consider
able for those times, though the house did not show it ex
cept on occasions.

/*/

"Yes, yes," my father answered quickly, "and she is a
beautiful one."
"I was waiting for that boy to get around to getting married."
"Well, he picked a good one," my father said. "He's a
smart boy. I don't think you know her family. They're pub
lishing people. I know a friend of the father. They have a
summer place in Canada."
"Oh, yes," my uncle answered. "I have heard something,
Herman." He raised his head slowly and opened his eyes.
"That is a fine suit Herman. Yes, Herman, you are doing
well. I guess you always have."
"I heard that you were here last night and saw my boy.
Esther never tells me these things."
Abraham lifted his left arm and rested it awkwardly on
the back of his chair. "He is a fine boy, your son, I mean he
Is growing and handsome." Then Abraham lapsed into si
lence. I kept wiping the rim of one glass over and over
again and I could see them both through the window door
separated the parlor from the living room. I heard the
water running in the bath and my mother's placid sighs.
She took long baths and loved them.
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I heard my father's voice through the door and it was
sterner than it had been before. I thought immediately that
uncle Abraham had stirred up my father's anger. I started
to have fears which I knew my mother would have if she was
downstairs. I stepped softly toward the glass-door and out
of the corner of my eye, I watched tnem and listened to
them. My father was standing up, his imprint still on the
sofa and he was pointing at the yellow print. Uncle Abra
ham was still seated, but he was twisted about in his seat,
looking back and forth between my father's imposing finger
and the yellow print above his head. I could see him swal
low hard as he made ready to speak and I saw my father's
attentions rudely accompanying this gesture.
"I could admire you, Herman, but you are too proud. My
sister knows that, she is your wife."

i

"How many years, Abe," my father said, "is it since
your wife left you. O, God, and how many years am I mar
ried to Esther."
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"Well, another one we're losing," Abraham said.
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"O, Herman, I know you longer than that," Abraham said.
"Don't you remember when we used to go out together. I
used to get you nice girls."
"I know, I know, I know," my father said. He began pac
ing the floor.

* turned away from the door to the living room and went
8it for a while by the parlor window. Mr. Lorman was
[ rowing a football at his son who couldn't catch very well.
T^ere was a strong breeze that proved
thatU^e(* at
not yet arrived. The sky was a fresh blue
with sPrin8
- 0ut a cloud in sight. The perfect day for the wedding,
1 had
seen weddings before and I was not particularly excited except for the fact that it was Susan and Irwin, Susan
" • • I took great interest in a large dog in the street. He

"You always hate me for it," Abraham said. He turned
away then.
My father did not answer but went on pacing. He mum
bled the word failure a few times but then stopped and went
to the yellowing picture. He touched it and then stepped
back from it.
"Isn't it funny, Herman," my uncle said, "that it is always
when a wedding comes that we remember such thoughts.
Isn't it funny? "

[27]

"But you told me, just now, that you have everything you
want. Your brothers, you have compensation. I don't com
plain, Herman, I am unhappy, but I have my own life. I
don't travel much, I don't have much money, I don't give
like you to the big charities, I can't. I don't want nothing
but a little peace.
My father was wearied. He listened for my mother's
footsteps but she was still in the bath and I was well out of
sight, I was shivering with such fear that I broke a glass in
my hands and cut my fingers. I was too frightened to move
and I wrapped my hand in my handkerchief and waited to
hear what they said next. I knew now that my father's anger
was true and right. I was sorry for Abraham but I could
not help being fearful at my father's anger. I did not, would

"Yes, yes, we do look back to old times, and we remem
ber before we were married, Abe, do you remember Abe.
Yes you do. You know enough to remind me that you got me
girls. Yes but what else can you look back at but for that,
for what you did for me and what you did to me. Do you
have anything really to remember."
"I have my dreams," my uncle said. "My hopes before
she left me. You know I had hopes for the future. You know
I wanted children."
"Don't talk about her," my father said. "I hate you for
it." He walked to the far side of the room and I was shaking
then from fright.
"Doesn't it hurt you, Abe, what you did to me? "
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My father gained control of himself and returned to the
picture on the wall. He shrugged his shoulders and he sat
down where Abraham had been sitting.
"You know," my father said, "you know that I have some
thing to live for. Look, look. Look at me there, in the pic
ture, look. I was happy I was already successful. I'm not
angry at you, I don't hate you. I have more than you ever
had. I have them, my brothers and myself, a happy mem
ory. We are all alive, thank God. And tonight we marry off
Louis' boy, a wonderful boy. And I am happy, I am."
•You're a smart man, Herman," my uncle said. "You
know what you can have and keep it and you stay where you
are."
"Do I, do I," my father said. "You sound like you're
calling me lazy. You, who never had any ambition in you,
ambition for the right things."
"What are the right ambitions, Herman? One time you
had the same ambition that I did."
•You bastard you, you, you . . . ."
"I lost her," uncle Abraham said simply.
"You, you . . . you couldn't handle her, you didn't know
her," my father said.
"I knew, I knew, Herman," my uncle said, "I knew that
you were angry. Poor Irwin, such a scene before his wed
ding."
"Do you think he'll know about it, you foolish," my father
said and he rushed over to lie back on the sofa and the room
was silent for a moment.
"You should be happy that you are the way you are, Her
man. You have Esther and the child, I don't complain,
but . . ."
"You don't know, you know nothing, how I was cooped up
in the beginning but God knows I love Esther, I do and the
child . . . but I can't think of you, when I do, I remember.
What I remember isn't on the picture on the wall."
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not understand, but I felt helpless and lonely in my father's
helplessness. I saw that he was even firm in his uneasi
ness. A woman without a face appeared before my eyes,
dressed lavishly. It was she, the one my father had lost to
him, the one my uncle Abraham had loved and married and
lost and now there was nothing, only rocks and memories,
and my father ....
The yellowing photograph dominated the room. It sent
out its moments and smiles in bleeched signals to my father
who frowned now even in its presence. I wanted to rush into
the room and embrace him, to tell him how unhappy I wa®
because he was unhappy, how I would love him with all my
heart, how I would stay with him for the rest of my life*
did not understand the woman they had loved. It was an un
holy presence that drove me to all the ugliest thoughts
about my mother and about women in general. I saw my
mother naked in the bath with her hands crossed and her
eyes closed. She was frowning at me and smiling at my
father at the same time.
In the living room, the sun was shining through the Vene
tian blinds. It set an uneven pattern on the rug and made
my father shut his eyes. Abraham was sitting at my *a"
ther's desk, his head in his hands. My father was standi^
over him trying to make him look up without touching hi®
and without speaking. My father opened his eyes and walked
away without looking back.
My father cleared his throat and turned to my uncle wm
was now standing at the desk. He looked into the sunliff"
and then looked down. They both stared at the rug, dumbly"I am stronger than you, Abe, I know. I have a life an di
am happy God knows I am, that, that on the wall it tells ®
I am happy. It tells me about my life, my good life wi
Esther and my life with my brothers, my happy happy l"e;
But when I look at it, sometimes I see you. You who an
not even deserving to be in the picture, I see you. You arf
old, but you remind me of something, something more thaj
I have. You don't live. For six years you lived. Then y0^
died. But now I'm happy, I have one half, one part of ®
life. You have nothing. I go on living with my picture, y01
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go on living with your rocks and your guilt. Good, good. I
am happy. Today we make a party for another love, for
Louis' boy. God bless them. You are dead, you won't take
her away from my nephew Irwin ... I am glad."
When my father had finished, he turned away from my
uncle Abraham who had tears in his eyes, tears of remorse.
My father had succeeded now in damning him for the rest
of their lives. My father brushed off his coat and rested
his head against the back of the sofa and stroked the arm of
the sofa softly. My uncle Abraham came quickly to his
senses and shook himself hastily. He was infinitely re
signed. He almost could not feel the guilt then, poured out
upon him by my father, so gentle was the look in his eyes.
He looked at my father benevolently, as if he would kiss
him, but he took his hand and smiled. I was in tears then,
when they walked hand in hand toward the photograph on the
wall. But my father shook loose from the grasp and stared
down.
"It is a very happy, very happy day," my uncle Abraham
said and my father nodded. Then quickly I had to rush into
the kitchen for my uncle left the living-room and came into
the parlor and called up to my mother that he was here and
that he wanted to help out.
From noon to three o'clock the house was unusually si
lent except for my mother who gave orders to the three of
us. I was reprimanded quietly for having cut my fingers
and I knew that both my father and my uncle Abraham were
wondering whether I had heard their talk. I could tell by
the way they looked at me and spoke to me. But I was not
unusually quiet for I gathered that they suspected some
thing. But in reality, I was soon not as consciously dis
turbed as I thought I would be. I was visibly excited about
the party at four and I waited anxiously for the appearance
of Susan. Her smile could set things straight again. But
the far away look in my father's eyes sent my mind back to
that scene. I was nervous and my mother chided me for
being too excited. She said that I was old enough now not to
get so excited at such things, that Mrs. Beadel was going to
bring her little girl, that I should act like a gentleman and
be calm and cool.
My uncle Abraham set out the meat spreads and my fa
ther handled the liquors. Every light in the house was shintog. Every corner was alive. A small envelope protruded
from my father's coat pocket. It was our gift to Irwin and
his bride. My father always prided himself on generous
giving. The dreary living-room of before was as gay as the
all-room would be that night, where the wedding would take
Place. My mother lit candles for atmosphere, though the
electric lights remained on.
When the guests started to arrive, there was no more
*ork to be done. My mother had worn the dark blue dress
**ter all and the necklace that made me blink, but I could
n°t tell whether she had powdered her neck. They came in
Rfoups of four and five. First of all, with their children,
came my father's brothers. The ladies rushed off to
my
Mother's bedroom where they sat around and talked. My
ather's brothers came into the living room immediately.
,By a Quarter past four, there were thirty people and I was
N®Uant. Mrs. Kline came unaccompanied, her husband
ing out of touch with time had arrived home late in the
ternoon and would be over later. The whisky flowed,
here were toasts.
Both Irwin and Susan blushed heavily
to
*°asts*
father was glorious, my mother too busy
oh ^y^^K but hostess and maid. The hum of the voices
ten became loud and buzzing. The world the house possessed was one of griefless complacency and infinite
armth. My uncle Abraham sat and talked with many peog

Mr. Morstine did not have his teeth, and excused him^ from much talking. There was so much news to be
over. The two young girls of Mrs. Hart were being
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pursued feverishly by two law students from Yale. My
uncle Oscar had a new patent approved and my father em
braced him for it. All the ladies eventually came into the
room and liqueurs were poured. A lamp was broken and my
father laughed spilling a little, very little, of his rye on the
collar of his coat. The lamp was taken away. Irwin and
Susan met everyone, individually and collectively. They
met Mr. Pottslich, the auctioneer who had collected 4000
petite vases, and Mr. Stein, who was very very old and
drank. Everyone was pleased with the couple, and Susan
was ready to exhibit her charms to anyone who might be by.
She smiled mostly, and gestured. Then Mr. Kalin, one of
my father's closest friends beamed as he walked toward the
photograph on the wall. The toasts for the loving couple
having been ten times realized, he proposed a new toast.
He gathered my father and his brothers to the center of the
crowd. I looked about for uncle Abraham and it was at this
moment that he was sitting with the bride, wrapped in con
versation. The four brothers stood holding their glasses
while Mr. Kalin proposed the toast.
"Both then and now," he cried, warmly reviewing the
photograph, "long life, love and happiness for these four."
The guests drank up. A few seconds later, my father turned
white when he saw my uncle Abraham engaged in quiet con
versation with the bride. He pulled himself together and
turned back to Mr. Kalin who was raving on about lives of
success. But my father could not keep his eyes off the two
of them, talking. He fled into the parlor where some gen
tlemen were inviting each other to spend the next winter in
Florida. The air was cooler in there and I followed him and
held tightly to his coat.
He did not notice me by his side when, for several min
utes he talked flippantly with the men. I watched the bitter
ness rise. I remembered him saying that uncle Abraham
was dead, when I was listening to their scene.
"Sick, Herman," one of the men asked, for my father's
face was as white as death. The noise from the larger
room was penetrating. He did not answer the man but
walked slowly back into the living-room. He seemed de
termined to do something, and I was frightened, so fright
ened that I pulled at him. He motioned for me to go away,
but I stayed behind him, as he walked.
In the living room a lady had spilled her drink on the rug
and was all upset and apologized quickly to my mother, who
shook off the apology with a laugh. I felt a piercing desire
to hold Susan's hand. My mother stood talking with»Mrs.
Kalin. In three hours, Irwin and Susan would be married.
The candles were grotesque and ineffective in the room
blazing with electric lights.
I searched vainly for my uncle Abraham. He was gone.
He had left quickly and I hoped, prayed that he would never
return. I wanted to rush into my mother's arms, kiss my
father on his cheeks. My father saw that Abraham was gone
and the yellow picture loomed large in his eyes. Susan
smiled as I passed her and I was not frightened anymore. I
said hello to Mrs. Beadel's little girl who blushed all over.
The bell rang. I watched my father put his arm about my
mother and lead her to the door to greet the new guests who
had rung. He kissed her gently before they opened the door.
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"THE DEMAGOGUE"
[30]

jSomc .Maxims for Gonseroatta
RAYMOND ENGLISH
(With apologies to Bernard Shaw's "Maxims
for Revolutionists," and without intent to
compete with that at times admirably unliberal compilation.)

On Originalitu
Insofar as truth can be known about politics it is known already. Expect no valuable originalities.
Those political scientists who persist in attempting to discover the
science of politics are apparently unaware that it has existed for two
thousand years.
The bright original discoveries of one decade are the glaring errors of
practical politics of the next.

fkuond politics
Conservatism is nothing if not political, but its first principle is that
politics is not everything.
Although the good citizen and the good man are never identical, it
is possible, under certain conditions, for a man to be at once a good
citizen and (relatively speaking) a good man, but not for the same
reasons.
Since good citizenship means active cooperation with the state, the
good citizen of an unjust state most be an unjust man. Conservatism
is impossible in a predominantly unjust state.
The conditions under which being a good citizen will not conflict
with the effort to be a good man are: (1) that the state is relatively
just, (2) that the limits of governmental power are correctly ob
served.
The only vital limitation on government is that it shall under no cir
cumstances use its force for the direct moral improvement of its citi
zens (or of foreigners).
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When government becomes a moral reformer it destroys not only the
possibility of true morality, but the only standard by which its citi
zens may judge it.
The conscience of good and evil is a product of social intercourse.
Social intercourse is not a governmental activity.

Errors Of Liberalism Old 3nd Oeto
The man who thinks that prisons can be instruments of moral rehabil
itation, or that racial prejudice can be abolished by laws and police
men, or that alcoholic indulgence can be eliminated by governmen
tal prohibition, is in the same boat as the thought-controllers and
psychological terrorists; and sooner or later the thought-controllers
will take over the oars. Sentimental liberalism is the psychological
conditioning for totalitarianism.
To assume that men are naturally good, and to govern them on that
assumption, leads inevitably to governmental moral coercion. Uto
pia is a bed of roses - a Procrustean bed.
The Marxist vision of Utopia is a heaven of perfect laissez-faire. So
is the laissez-faire vision of Utopia.
Since the state cannot renounce the power to preserve itself in an emergency, that is, the power to call upon its citizens to sacrifice
life, liberty and property, attempts to set limits on government in
terms of inalienable natural rights are futile.
The most obnoxious feature of natural rights theories is that when a
national crisis occurs they provide no satisfactory, generally-under
stood moral standard for limiting government action. The Inqui
sition builds its torture-chambers on the ruins of the Rights of Man.
After Lafayette, Robespierre; after Marx, Stalin; after Weimar, the
Nazis.
Beware of the pseudo-conservative who is merely a natural-rights lib
eral following the old illusion through to its fatal conclusion: that is,
through anarchy to tyranny.

t\uman nature Bnd Government
To say that man is a social and political animal begs the question
why government is necessary and avoids the question why government
ought to be limited.
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Government is necessary because man is a herd-animal with quali
ties of imagination and ratiocination. He is divided, like any herdanimal, by the conflict of his loyalty to the group with his personal
and paternal affections and desires; he is moreover capable of im
mense devotion and cunning experiment in the pursuit of his ends.
Hence the need for a flexible instrument of control and subordination
in the interests of the total group and of the individuals, families or
sectional groups who compose it. The flexibility and power of that
instrument - government - will be proportioned to the vigor and ver
satility and problems of the society.

Government ought to be limited because man is a creature with a
soul, which draws him towards a loyalty to God, to truth, to moral
integrity, or to his own eternal salvation.
Government is a consequence of the human predicament. It cannot
make man happy, except by trying to prevent him from being a man,
because he is a maladjusted creature in an imperfect environment.
The direct search for happiness by the individual is bound to end in
neurosis; to seek it through government is to find slavery.

eoDcmmcnt find Politics
Government, being a necessary result of man's predicament, is nei
ther a thing to be abolished nor an instrument for perfecting human
existence. Both deductions have been made by extreme liberal think
ers. The Marxist, indeed, manages to adopt both errors: the former
he calls, "the withering away of the state"; the latter, "the dicta
torship of the proletariat. "
Government may be defined as the use and control of public force.
Politics may be defined as the art of using and controlling govern
ment. Government exists in all human societies, but politics devel
ops only in relatively advanced and self-conscious societies.
As soon as government becomes political, man seeks a moral justifi
cation for obeying and disobeying it. This concern distinguishes cit
izenship from mere subjection.
Political obligation has been justified by two principal and contrary
arguments: (1) that man's primary need and desire is and ought to be
PEACE; (2) that his need and desire is and ought to be JUSTICE. The
former is in the end an argument for slavery.
The argument that man ought to obey government because he needs
peace and security is similar to the pacifist argument against inter
national wars. It is faulty because, unless his spirit is utterly broken,
every man's tolerance for injustice is limited.
The argument that bases political obligation on the sense of justice
is infinitely complex and controversial in practical application. In
this regard, it corresponds with the human predicament.
Politics implies conscious consent to and interest in government on
the part of influential sections of the community. Mere government
may be based on torpid habit, ruthless coercion, exclusive propa
ganda and bloody terrorism; indeed, there is an element of these even
in the most political of governments.
Politics is inseparable from the use of force and calculations of power.
Because politics is a process of handling explosive material, its very
existence depends on its acceptance of moral restraints.
The central problem of politics is how to ensure that moral restraints
are observed in the competition for control of government and in the
use of governmental force after that control has been achieved.
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In effect, orderly and lasting political freedom is possible only when
men succeed in achieving conscious harmony of social purpose and
voluntary social self-discipline. These conditions are the dogmatic
assumptions of conservative doctrine.

The jState
In technical terms, orderly politics depends on men's ability to distinguish the Idea of the State from the Fact of Government, Free
political discussion, competing parties, and contested elections of
government are compatible with security and justice only when the
people and politicians are practically unanimously and voluntarily
loyal to the State and its basic purposes and constitution.
In the U.S.S.R. the state is the government; political freedom is
consequently impossible there.
Dislike of the Presidium of the Central Committee of the Bolshevik
Communist Party is treason in Russia. Dislike of the National Com
mittee of the Republican Party is a favorite hobby for many Ameri
cans; it is not necessarily treasonous, even when persisted in for twenty
years.
Political freedom, like moral freedom, must be founded on voluntary
loyalty and buttressed by self-discipline.
The loyalty and self-discipline on which political freedom depends
can never be induced or preserved by the direct application of gov
ernmental force. These are moral factors and government ought not
to interfere with them. More cogent still, because they are moral
factors, the government's direct action on them can only destroy
them.
It is the duty of the conservative, because he is aware of the mystery
at the heart of politics, to discuss, to elaborate and to inculcate the
idea of the state. Only through such efforts can those who have ac
cepted unthinkingly the naive assumptions of liberal individualism or
socialistic materialism be made aware of the condition* on which the
freedom they prize actually depends.

Constrtiatism Bnd Dcmorracu
If democracy means a condition in which the whole community is
united in a voluntary loyalty to a relatively just state, and in which,
consequently, governments can be elected by the majority and obeyed
conscientiously by the minority as well as by the majority, conserva
tives are whole-heartedly committed to democracy.
If democracy means merely majority rule, conservatives see in it
nothing but a high-sounding word for potential tyranny and injustice.
Majority-rule is a useful convention within a stable moral and con
stitutional framework; outside such a framework it has no more moral
obligatoriness than bureaucracy or boss-rule.
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The disease of constitutional popular government is majority-tyranny.

The death of political government occurs when the majority of the
people or the government elected by the majority falls into the illusion that it is the state.
The death of constitutional political government does not mean the
death of government. It simply means reversion to government by
coercion and terror, and, perhaps, in the long mn, to government by
torpor and habit.
Government by sheer coercion has always been easy to impose on a
decadent constitutional democracy, but never so easily and so irremovably as in the twentieth century.
The inventions, achievements and delusions of the liberal era have
rendered conservative efforts more indispensable than ever before.
The alternative to government by sheer coercion is not a weak and
indecisive government in a feeble and divided state. On the con
trary, only a strong government capable of decisive leadership in a
vvell-organized and purposeful state with a loyal and disciplined pop
ulation is capable of maintaining political government by consent in
our time.
The demagogue setting out to exploit the possibilities of tyranny in
herent in majority-rule will begin by disturbing men's loyalties
through attacks on the state and its basic institutions. The prelude to
tyranny is anarchy.

Free jSpeech
Freedom of discussion permits a continual adjustment of the state and
government in the direction of justice: it is consequently essential to
the maintenance of voluntary loyalty. On the other hand without that
loyalty, freedom of political discussion is impossible. The circle is
virtuous rather than vicious, at least so long as circular motion is
maintained.
Freedom of political discussion is futile unless it is used for justice
and loyalty. Conspiratorial organization, libel, slander, rumor, and
anonymous propaganda are perversions of free speech.
Freedom of political discussion is not ensured by the mere negative
indifference of the state. On the contrary, the state's responsibility
is (1) to see to it that the channels of discussion are kept free and (2)
to prevent social violence from occurring as the result of free speech.
Perhaps the First Amendment to the Constitution of the United States
ought to have read, "Congress is responsible for protecting the free
dom of speech," since freedom of speech is a political necessity, not
a natural right.
In periods of emergency, the state's authority may be used to limit
free speech. This is a legitimate device if used for the right reasons:
viz., the preservation of the state or of social peace, in order that
political freedom and the free speech which is necessary to it may be
preserved.
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The price of freedom of speech is eternal self-discipline. This truth
was recently endorsed by the United States Senate.

The Bolt Of The political Gonscroattoc
Instinctive conservatism is the most primitive of social attitudes. Re
flective conservatism is the most mature of political attitudes.
Political conservatism is the last and wisest result of political free
dom, being a conscious effort to restore the factors which made po
litical freedom possible, and which the abuses of that freedom have
eroded or obliterated.
Political conservatism does not always mature in time to save a so
ciety from political self-destruction. If it comes too late, it will
itself be perverted into a force that destroys political freedom. This
development, however, is no longer conservatism.
If politics is never the most important thing in life it is nevertheless
of very great importance at certain times. A rough indication of the
importance of politics at a given time is the existence of a strong,
intelligent conservative movement.
There have been only two strong, intelligent conservative movements
in American history. The first was the Federalist movement which
established the Constitution on correct principles. The second was
Calhounism which turned into uncompromising racialism and reac
tion, but which might, if rationally developed, have created an at
mosphere in which civil war could have been avoided.
The dominant ideas associated with the great expansion of industry
and business in the United States, as in England, were not in any sense
of the word conservative. They were complacently and ruthlessly lib
eral. They had a historic function to perform, and they have per
formed it. Requiescant in pace.
With the New Deal and the Second World War, politics have become
vitally important once again in the United States. Consequently con
servatism is in the ascendant.
Political conservatism does not mean believing that man is naturally
a conservative animal. This belief is either a truism or the founda
tion for materialistic, pseudo-scientific twaddle.
Political conservatism is based on the recognition that man is prone,
after acquiring political freedom, to become a radical and revolu
tionary animal. In other words, conservatism is not natural to ad
vanced and politically free societies; this is why such societies tend
to overstrain themselves and die; this is also why reflective conserva
tism is painfully necessary to them.
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Political conservatism is futile unless man is a thinking and reflective
creature, capable of rational conviction and rational action. If man
as a social animal is entirely conditioned by economic interests or
some other form of psychological determinism, then political con
servatism is nonsense.

Political Programs
A long-range political program is the negation of conservatism.
No long-range political program is ever carried out as its exponents
intended. The perverseness and cruelty of the results of such pro
grams are in proportion to the sincerity of the efforts to put them into
practice.
Conservatives are grateful for long-range programs drawn up by others.
They must make certain that the program-makers never attain undis
puted power to try to put the programs into practice.
The best (but never infallible) preparation for making intelligent de
cisions in the unforeseeable circumstances of the future lies in attain
ing a sensitive understanding of the experience of the past and the
moral and political principles which that experience has endorsed.
Never assume that your understanding is absolutely correct.
The lessons of the past do not form a logically consistent system, but
they provide a basis for calm judgement and the sense of antecedent
probability.

The Jtfaking Of policg
It is true that "in the long run we shall all be dead. "
It is also true that the specific challenges of next year may be pro
foundly different from those of today.
An inflexible policy must be based on the assumed diagnosis of an in
curable disease.
Policy should respect moral principles. It should not aim at convert
ing men by force to moral principles.
The concept of a balance of power is a fairly consistent guide for
policies aimed at sustaining political freedom both domestically and
internationally.
Balance of power calls for an adjustable system of alliances. An en
tangling alliance may be defined as an alliance that prevents adjust
ments of the balance of power.
Choosing a policy involves finding a compromise between conflicting
values, probabilities and powers. If the choice is reasonable it will
be superficially illogical.
The formulation of policy in the modern, constitutional state is nec
essarily based on expert, bureaucratic and often secret information.
The conservative, while retaining the right to criticize, question and
replace the government, will, other things being equal, respect the
sense of responsibility and the practical knowledge which go with
governmental authority.
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Domestic polico
The major internal political problems of the modern constitutional
state appear to be:
1. the hysterical tendencies of democratic politics;
2. the corruption of the electorate by competitive bribes offered by
parties;
3. the growing power of the permanent bureaucracy.
The three problems are interconnected. While conservatism offers no
simple solution for them, it is at any rate intensely aware of them all.
The domestic policies of the modern, constitutional state cannot pos
sibly be formulated in accordance with catch-words like socialism or
capitalism. Conservatism recognizes the role of the state in social
and economic affairs; it resists attempts to convert the state into ei
ther an entrepreneur, a night-watchman, a shop-steward or an agentprovocateur.
Politics being concerned with power, government domestic policies
are incessantly deflected by sectional interests. This is a necessary
risk of political freedom but not one of its highest blessings. The role
of the conservative in this respect is that of a trimmer.
In politics (though not in mere government) the longest way round is
often the shortest way home.
The idea of Natural Law, which is a very different thing from Natural
Rights, is a valuable measuring stick for policy. A policy which
shocks the general sense of justice is wrong; but if the people have
lost the sense of justice the political situation is already almost irrep
arable.

Foreign Poliro
In foreign policy, as in domestic, avoid easy catchwords and simple
formulas.
In foreign policy, the state's primary commitment must be its own
preservation. But self-preservation includes the preservation of one's
self-respect, of one's reputation and of the responsibilities of one's
position.
In foreign policy, as in domestic, the means are far more difficult to
choose intelligently and justly than the ends. Their choice will, how
ever, determine whether the end will be even remotely approached.
The gravest error in foreign policy (and in war which is the continua
tion of policy) is to lose sight of the ends by becoming too enthusi
astic about the means.
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To recognize the nature of the state is to have an enduring basis for
decency and justice in policy. The most inhuman wars are those
waged against peoples or for the sake of ideologies, not those waged

against other states for the sake of the state. Similarly the most ob
noxious social policies are those which fail to perceive in the state
the arbiter and instrument of social justice.
Loyalty to the relatively just state is the foundation for the develop
ment of effective wider loyalties. There are few errors more danger
ous than the assumption that patriotism is incompatible with the
maintenance of treaty obligations or progress towards supra-national
organizations.

Limitations Of Conscroatism
Conservatism is at a disadvantage in competition with optimistic at
titudes that promise bold new programs for brave new worlds. Poli
tics is a necessary choice of imperfections, and only the conservative
is prepared to accept the whole implication of this.
Conservatism cannot appeal to the lover of absolutes. While com
mitted to the ideal of justice, it recognizes both the impossibility of
achieving ideal justice and the near impossibility even of knowing
what policy is most nearly just.
In the present age it is worthwhile thinking about the old tag Fiat
justitia, pereat mundus. If this extreme dilemma ever becomes ac
tual, the choice of horn cannot be made in conservative terms.
The most obvious limitation on conservatism is that conservatism is
meaningless if political conditions have ceased to be worth conserv
ing.
Conservatism has no infallible remedies for the diseases of civiliza
tion; its existence is at least a sign that men are conscious of those
diseases.
The failure of conservatism is the most tragic and final of political
failures. The corruption of the best is the worst.
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